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Author's Notes: 
| always, always leave my titles as an afterthought, and for that, I'm sorry. It's something I'll have to work on! 
Anyway, this story is kind of a spur-of-the-moment creation, so | hope it's enjoyable. / enjoyed writing it, after 


all :) As always, feedback is welcome and even encouraged. Enjoy! 


The skies are the same these days; always partially gloomy. The sun is still some ways away from disappearing 
somewhere behind the horizon when the two men drive up to a warehouse-seemingly abandoned and dirty on 
the outside with ruin and GOd knows what else. Their station wagon creaks to a stop, and Roger, exercising his 
turn behind the wheel today, whinges yet again that the place looks the most dreary thing, but he relents his 
attitude a tad when he supposes that giving it a try is not to be passed over anyway. At least, David thinks to 
himself, having been the one who pointed it out on the map in the first place. Just to mark the checkpoint. 
Just so they can spread out slowly but surely. "Might be worth the loot," David responds and the other gives 
merely a grunt. The car key clicks and is taken out of the ignition at the whim of Roger's fingers, and right 
then, is when he begins the usual rundown The snotty little pep talk, the you-do-this and |-do-that and that's 
that. Much to David's annoyance, as they've been surviving together in this for nearly two years now, and 


everything that happens in this state of the world turns into well-learned lessons. 


"Okay. Remember: only grab the things we need, not the shit thatll weigh you down for nothing. Got it?" David 
picks up his rifle and makes sure his knife is snug in its sheath, meanwhile rolling his eyes with a sigh. "You do 
realise who you're speaking to, right?" Roger is the one to roll his eyes now, and the two begin to exit the car. 
"You do veer off the path sometimes and you know it," he says as he procures two very large duffel bags 
from the backseat, grabbing a hefty handgun inside one of them to stick into the front of his trousers. David 
frowns, catching a duffel when its thrown at him. Somewhat harshly. "That's only because you're so nigid with 
—" "Look," Roger interrupts, meeting David at the front of their vehicle and throwing his duffel over his 
shoulder while grasping the respective weapon that clings to him too. A similar rifle to his partner's. "We don't 
need to bicker, Dave. We just need to be on the same page when it comes to these things, alright? We'll just 
be in and out. Ten minutes, like all the other times. Itll be over before we know it, hopefully. Now..what is rule 
number one?" David huffs, feeling quite like a child being scolded, "Oh, again with the rules. Every time, Rog! 
You must know by now that! have them imprinted deeply-" "Just..tell me. What is rule number one?" Another 
huff, this one a bit more acquiescent, "Do not shoot unless you absolutely have to." "Number two?" "If our 
ten minutes are up and one of us is not out yet, the other has to interfere." "Three?" "Do not monopolise, 
especially if there's more than enough." Roger finally cocks his rifle, "And four? The shortest one." ".Never let 
your guard down" Roger nods, "Good. See? No effort" 


Begrudgingly, David strides alongside his companion toward the first, visible entrance to the warehouse. A steel 
rolling door, which is surprisingly halfway open. A sign of a potential threat inside, Roger muses internally. They 
approach slowly, bending over to peek inside the warehouse, but from their place, nothing is being offered to 
the eye. "The motor could be dead. Rusted And that's why the door got stuck like this," David suggests. But 
Roger is quick with his rebuttal, "Or someone left it like this in a panic because they were trying to get away 
from something in there." They give each other a look, slightly squinted and indicative of something 
unanswered. Therefore, wholly heedful and ready. "But like you said," Roger continues, "Maybe itll be worth it." 


They duck inside without another word, and when their eyes adust to the dimness, they drink in the sight of 
shelves that loom and go on for a short moment. Rows of dispersed stock left untouched and an unsettling 
loneliness about the empty machinery and neat metal barrels; a clear, moving vision of whatever pallet racking 
system there was getting interrupted then brutally abandoned right in the middle. All of it leading down, most 
likely, to a way of death. And it dawns on Roger that a lot of his thoughts were never this macabre before all 
of this, despite the spark of life he's given to the written, prompting, and sometimes dark words he's made 
into song in his past life. Strains that don't ring true anymore and carry a homesick ache, which is always hard 


to bear in mind and feels less real every time. 


David's loud whistle spits him back to cold reality, and when they hone their awareness to a peak in wait for a 
reaction of noise or movement, nothing comes out to give them a scare. Not one of the undead, nor a fellow 
but possibly perilous ransacker. "Alright," Roger begins, "Seems okay. | think itd be best if-" "It looks so 
different on the outside, so..grim. This here is a whole different story. What kind of warehouse is this, do you 
think?" Roger sighs quickly, "Er, | don't know. There wasn't a sign out there or anything. Listen, it's currently.. 
five-oh-six. At sixteen and not a minute past, we'll meet out front. I'll clear this whole area here; its not so 
vast. You go back there and take care of every room in that corridor, eh?" "Right then Lets hope you don't 
find my head on a plate. See you out front in ten" David turns to walk away, and Roger fsk-fsks, "That's not 


funny, Dave. | mean it; five-sixteen. Be up to speed and keep your walkie on. Just be safe in general-is that so 


hard?" 


And then, just right then, as the last syllable rolls off Roger's strange caring tongue, there's a distant thump 
from somewhere in the warehouse. It's meager and muffled, but they know it has nothing to do with an 
overactive imagination No, they did hear it. And nothing followed after, but it sounded like it came from down 
the warehouse, within the corridor. They both crane their necks in that direction briskly, raising their weapons 
instinctively in a collective heartbeat. But nothing. Just silence that rings in the ears. David begins moving 
toward the source, never dropping his rifle, and Roger quickly goes over to clutch his shoulder. "Dave.Maybe 
we shouldn't split up this time. Something's not right. First, the door, and now this?" David stops and turns to 
him, "Why are you whispering? It was only a small sound-l'm sure | can handle it. It's probably just a biter." 
"Yeah, maybe. But what if it's not? What if its something worse?" "Well, with that attitude, you've certainly 
got my heart all a-flutter, Rog. Just relax, mate. I'll see you out front in ten as | said" Roger watches him go 
with reluctance, "Keep your fucking walkie on, Gilmour. And don't do anything stupid” "Yes, Mum," David 
murmurs in very familiar mockery before he makes his way to the resources he's in charge of bringing to 


the table for them. If there is anything to grab in this place anyway. 


David treads past every row of shelving to reach the corridor, two commercial doors welcoming him in with 
open arms. Much like a deep-seated reflex that he can't recall the beginnings of at the moment, he knocks on 
the wall as another way of bringing to light anything hiding in the shadows of nooks and crannies. Or to hear 
the unnamed thump communicating back to strong knuckles against wood, but he can only hear the faint 
movements of his partner just a few meters away from him. It's another momentary wait before he deems 
the absence of reaction acceptable to proceed from and channels his focus into his present duty. The first 
thing that stands out to his attention is a short stretch of glass panes on his left, and through them, a 
vacant office. Knowing the time will not slow down for him or anybody, he decides that he'll quickly rummage 
through it. He storms in, opening cabinets left and right but not very interested in the papers and filed 
information lying inside, only keeping his eyes peeled not for ink-printed but material assets. But finding nothing 
of use in the little worlds of data and now futile lines of particulars residing inside these cabinets, he moves to 
the desk and discovers mostly the same things. Except, when he reaches blindly under the desk in light hopes, 
he feels something cold and overwhelmingly familiar. "Bingo," he whispers, peeling the tape holding the hidden 
pistol underneath. He looks upon the one who felt the need to bear arms before all of this as someone who 
deserves praise but shakes his head after a moment because such weaponry never got to travel anywhere 
and stayed behind only for someone else to discover it. He finds it fully loaded and hooks it into the back of his 


trousers, moving on. 


Every storage room holds nothing valuable, just leavings on top of leavings. Some empty cardboard boxes 
never to be filled again, goods never to be loaded and delivered again. The walls of utility closets left to become 
shabby structures from all of the wayward mold and chemicals, and some floor tiles cracked from mysterious 
impact. Not precisely satisfying, like other places they've plundered. But David strikes gold when he discovers 
the breakroom. Before entering, he does the usual scan, but seeing no one, he relaxes. Instantly, he pulls open a 


cabinet and nearly cries out in joy. 


Food. Water bottles. Cans. Goodies. Sweet and savory. 


Quickly, he strips every cabinet clean, heavenly relief flowing through him as he tosses everything that isn't 
expired into his duffel bag. Just the odd can of beans or greens or box of crackers stays behind, but it 
doesn't matter; his duffel is more than happy with its contents. He opens the fridge but gags and shuts it 
immediately after the stench of rotten milk and untouched lunch bags overcomes his nostrils. "Never again." 
he murmurs to himself, and it's at that moment that he sees a medical kit hanging from the wall behind the 
door. Once more, he has to contain his delight. Or is it triumph, he asks himself when it's taken from the wall 
and placed inside his bag. And it fits perfectly too; just the bright red cherry on top that he and Roger needed. 
"Man, he's going to be so.." Oh right, the time. He brings his wristwatch into view, realizing he still has three 
minutes left. He zips up his duffel, leaving the room to turn the corner and see where the corridor ends. Just 


briefly, and then it's time to go. 


He takes a right, the only right, and sees nothing else but a door at the end. It's closed, and the short liminal 
space before it is littered with rubbish here and there. Very different from the rest of the corridor. Just a 
bit off. Even slightly unsettling. And he's certain that the earlier noise came from here, the farthest point. His 
mind begins to conjure an intrusive thought, a quick flicker of an analytical droplet. And that is that he nearly 
wants to end this whole thing a little early and turn back around to meet his companion, to be safe definitively, 
to satiate his faint doubts. But he thinks back on his earlier words, it was only a small sound He felt that he 
could face whatever piddling adversity it was. If one could even call it that. But why did it only sound once and 
not again? 


Only one way to find out 


He clutches for dear life his rifle and presses his ear against the door, hearing absolute stillness. Not undead 
shuffling, nor calculated human slithering. Not groans and moans and growls, nor coherent, hushed mutterings. 
Taking a deep breath, he turns the doorknob, finding it unlocked. He yanks it open, like ripping off a bandaid, and 
raises his weapon to the air, pointing it at utter darkness. Instantly, he regrets disregarding Roger about a 
flashlight and makes a mental note to actually take his words into account more profoundly. How bad would it 
be to fully lend him his ears? And as if sparking an uncanny connection of telepathy, David's walkie comes to 
life with an initial static and then familiar nasalness before he even steps inside. "You're still alive, aren't you? 
Over." David breathes out, not realizing he was holding so much in. Strangely enough, he feels comforted. "Of 
course. I'll be out in a minute. Over and out" "Are you alright? You sound a bit-" "I'm fine, I'll be fine. Just got 
to check out one more room. I'll see you. Over and out" "You sound weird. Dave, if you need help-" "Rog, you're 
just eating away at my time. | said I'll be out in a minute. Over and out." And with that, he turns off his walkie 
before getting another answer, bidding Roger an unvoiced apology and telling himself that he'll make it up to 
him by quelling his sweet tooth with the vanilla cookies in his duffel. 


Blindly, he steps inside the room, feeling physically engulfed by the thickness of tenebrosity. The room must be 
small, as it feels stuffy and smells of..sweat? How could that be? Was there someone here before they 
arrived? Did they have a sweaty, vicious row with someone else? Still holding his weapon in the air, he feels 


around the wall beside him for a light switch, feeling lost for a moment. But the feeling doesn't last long. 


Suddenly, before he can even react or blurt something, he feels something cold and made of steel against his 


temple. Again, familiar, yet far from that. With a gasp, he is defeated in a second. 


"Put it down," says the husky voice somewhere beside him. The unknown entity cocks his gun when David 
doesn't move. "Do it..or I'll do it for you." David gulps, his breaths significantly heavier. "Please..l-I won't shoot." 
The gun is pressed more deeply into his skin. "| said put it down. | don't come alone." David feels like he's 
already died when he takes off his rifle and drops it on the ground, feels so very fucking stupid for walking 
into this. So very afraid of his fate and this ugly place where his soul might ascend from him. Roger must be 
waiting already. Clueless and bothered. What will be of him alone in this world? "Good. Now kick it in front of 
you." David obeys, kicking the rifle across the strip of light coming in from the corridor until he sees a pair of 
hands emerge from the dark to pick it up. His eyes widen. And like a blow to his inner being, the dreadful 
weight of scrutinization sinks in. Fuck Fuck, fuck, fuck. "Attaboy. Now the knife. Give it here." The unknown entity 
nearly yanks it from David's belt, eliciting another gasp from him. If he even tries to pull out the pistol from 
his trousers and attempt violence, he's certain that would be the last thing he does before an eternal rest and 
that's not something he wants, despite the cruelty of this life. Despite it, he's not alone in it; he has someone 
else to think about as well. "Now..that bag you got there looks pretty hefty. Got lucky, didn't you? Mustve felt 
good. But I'm afraid it all has an owner. And you, my friend, have stolen it outright.. And we don't appreciate 
that. In fact, we detest anybody who dares take from us. So would you mind terribly placing it on the floor?" 

" But..but | found it" "No, no. We were here first, we claimed it and you tried to steal it" "But you..you don't 
understand. | need this. To survive, just like you." "Are you trying to make us pity you? Because you're clearly 
living in another world" "Please..be a little reasonable. We're all in this together, for fuck's sake. We should help 
each other, not fight each-" "| don't want to hear any of your hippie-dippy bullshit! That's long over. Put the 
fucking bag down before | blow your brains out and feed it to the biters. Now" With much piercing pain in the 
heart, David takes off the bag and places it on the ground. That's it. It's over. It was all for nothing, and Christ, 
it wasn't even worth it like he'd hoped. But at the moment, all he can think about is wanting to see Roger's 
face. Just one last time. One more moment to cherish. "All yours," David whispers, tears threatening to fall, 
"Just please..don't kill me. I've done nothing to hurt you. | just..! just want to go home." "Get on your knees.” 
"Please" "Get on your fucking knees. Make this easy for both of us, yeah?" David sinks to the floor, knees 
weak already. At the transparent change of power, the man then surfaces from the dark, the light illuminating 
his hideous expression. David can't help but look him in the eyes, searching for a humanly light but finding 
absolutely nothing, realizing that he's now finally showing his identity because of his murderous conviction and 
the thought elicits a cry from David. Unruly and unwashed curls, yellow and rotten teeth, the filthiest flesh. 
The last sight before everything goes completely black "Please..'m sorry. I'm sorry for taking from you, l-l 
won't ever come back here. | promise," he sobs. "Yeah, that's not going to work I'd rather eliminate the 
problem directly. Any last words? Before we mosey on outside to have our fun with your partner?" David 
nearly explodes, "No, no, please. Please leave him alone, he has nothing to do with this. This is my fault, / 
dragged him here. Please don't hurt him. This is on me-" The unknown entity groans, "Shut your ruddy gob. I'm 


sick of hearing you. You're done-" 
"Let him go," says a certain voice from the corridor. 


The stranger pauses, and slowly, contorts his best Chesire-catlike grin and gives a raspy chuckle. Filled with 


contempt and aging husk Meanwhile, David feels an acute sense of relief, knowing Roger's negotiable qualities 


and the effect they achieve at times. But that still doesn't calm his nerves to normality. "Or what?" says the 
man. ".You know what," Roger slowly mutters, a certain hostile edge in his voice, contained by clever choice like 
a dog growling and foaming at the mouth, merely waiting for the green light to throw a bite. The man chuckles 
again, finally looking over at Roger, eyeing this relatively young man up and down. "A bit stringy, aren't you, big 
boy?" "Hm. Big boy with a piece that trumps yours." "Oh, but I've got my little clan, don't you know?" "And 
they can slob my knob. I'm sure it'd be the tastiest thing they've had in days. Now, | told you to let him go. If 
you can't do that, I'll have to kill you, despite what might happen after. Yet still, your friends there will be 
nothing without their leader. But..if you'd prefer leaving here without several bullets in your head, we can 
make a deal." "A deal," the other echoes with an unchanging smirk, "Well, you're mighty spunky.” "That's right. A 
deal-a convenient one. One that benefits both of us. Ail our findings..for his life and weaponry." "Your findings, 
as you call them, belong to us anyway. I'm getting them one way or another." "You're not getting shit until you 
let him go. So come on then, hand him over. Sounds easy enough, doesn't it? A child could do so just fine. Let 
him go and all is forgiven, and we can be on our way." The man glares at Roger, and turns his attention to the 
darkness in the room, seemingly looking for reinforcement from his people. Then back to David, then back at 
Roger. "How do | know you two are not going to try and massacre us?" "Because l'm a man of my word. And 
these days, that's worth a lot" He pauses a moment, ".| could respect that." Then he nods at the duffel 
clinging to Roger, "Give me the bag." "Nuh-uh. Him first. With his accoutrements too." The man sighs heavily, 
hauling David to his feet forcefully and subsequently bringing forth his knife and rifle. He gives David a shove 
towards Roger, who clutches his elbow in turn and keeps him close. "Happy?" "Very much so," Roger answers 
and tosses the duffel to him without hesitation, "Thank you, and have a good evening." He begins to walk 
backward with David doing the same, keeping his rifle positioned and poised just in case. "Never let us catch 
you twats here again, do you hear me? Do you hear me?" Roger nods once, still walking backward until they 
turn the corner to go back the way they came. Quickly now and without a word, they make a straight beeline 
for the exit, occasionally still looking back for any unwanted tails. They separate once they're near the station 
wagon to climb inside and get as far away as possible. Their reliable engine roars to life and gives thunderous 
purrs as Roger finds the road again, driving like a madman who is free of traffic laws. A madman on the verge 
of breaking, letting his equanimity crack down the middle, but for his companion, keeping it together. Faded 
yellow lines whiz past with every mile he puts in between them and those back in that warehouse, falling into 
one sickening blur as familiar, wooded acres start appearing little by little. He catches a glimpse of the 
rearview mirror, seeing only a desolate road behind them much to his still frazzled reassurance. The 
atmosphere in the car is tense and unbearably emotional despite their deafening silence. And it's not until 
they're about eight miles away from that horrible place that Roger presses on the brake and comes to a full 
stop, surrounded by nature they know best. A sight David will never take for granted again 


Roger turns off the engine and lets go of the wheel, letting himself take a few breaths before slowly turning 
to look at David. his hands can't seem to stop trembling, weapons abandoned at his feet, eyes averted to 
somewhere out the window-unfocused and distant. Roger wants to reach out and touch him, to provide him 
the type of comfort that he deserves, but instead, he keeps his hands to himself for now. "Are you alright?" 
David doesn't respond right away. The inquiry registers slowly, and he sniffles, shaking his head gently. "Dave... 
you're safe now. You're breathing, and you're with me.. You're okay. It was just.. We didn't know" David takes a 
breath and whispers with a quaver, "We lost everything.. We were set for a few weeks..and | fucked it all up." 
"David, we didn't know it was going to go the way it did. How could we? And that's not important anymore, you 
nearly died back there." David starts to cry again, but quietly. "I should've trusted your judgment. Because of 


me," he sniffles, "You were so close to being abandoned in this world. Just like that." David finally looks at him, 
eyes red and puffy, "A quick bullet and you'd have driven back home alone. "No. | would've stayed to die with 
you. If you go, | go." David lets out a cry, at last giving in and breaking down completely. "That's stupid. You're 
stupid," he sobs, burying his face into his hands. Roger had never seen David cry to these extremes before in 
their past life, so the sight is jarring to his being and jagged to his heart. This occurrence was foreign before 
this moment, strange to accept the reality of, but now, it's enough to make his own eyes well up with tears 
when back then, he would've preferred to let someone else deal with it. Would've walked right out of the room 
and come back when everything was settled down. But they've endured so much together in a way they never 
have, have fought through so many losses, hardships, restless days and nights, and undead swarms together. 
So much that Roger can't even begin to imagine letting him go. The trust they have now could never be 
broken or betrayed, and he never thought they could reach this degree of.is it love? Attachment? "You're all | 
have.. David, you're all | have. There's no point to this if you're not here. We're in this together, aren't we? ‘Til 
the end" David can't stop sobbing, shoulders twitching with every hair-raising cry. "David.. Stop, please. You're 
okay now. It wasn't your time, nor was it mine. We're forever, you and |. And don't worry about resources; 
we'll just continue tomorrow. Or if you want, we can rest and pick up where we left off the next day.. Dave?" 
David takes his hands away, gasping and avoiding eye contact. He nods, wiping his tears away only for them to 
keep spilling involuntarily. "I just-l just want to go h-home." Roger nods in kind, despite David not looking at him, 
and turns on the engine. He drives away, reminding himself over and over and over not to take this route ever 


agai n. 


About twenty minutes later, they arrive at their well-deserved destination. A quaint, little stranded cabin they 
found a few weeks ago by fortunate accident. In the middle of nowhere. Our middle-of-nowhere, as Roger says. 
The place they're calling home at the moment before a necessary departure is in order in the wake of 
meddling threats. The car quiets down as Roger settles onto grass, wheels creaking to a stop and engine 
ceasing completely. They don't move for a moment, finally taking a breath of solace in their hidden security 
and under the gray, looming sunset. In the distance, through the glass, they could hear the faint noises of a 
few nighttime critters coming to life as the skies shift with patience, letting them know that it's time to call it 
a day. And they certainly need the repose, as today's end didn't exactly go as they thought it would and 
someone's mortal clock was endangered. Simultaneously, they climb out of the car-David leaving his things 
there on the carpet floor for now and more than eager to lie down to forget everything and let his limbs 
drowse. Roger places his weapons on the hood of the car, immediately going over to David without warning and 
giving him the biggest hug he's never given him. Again, like a fragile flower, David breaks down at the contact, 
not slow at all in wrapping his arms around Roger and clinging to him. But it's not desperate sobs like earlier; 
they sound grateful now. Intimate. Roger envelops his wracking form tightly, weaving a hand into his long, long 
tresses. "Thank you," David blubbers, "Thank you for saving me." "We're never splitting up like that again, 
despite the efficiency. We're never going to be reckless again Do you hear me?" "Mm-hm," David whimpers, 
the other's shirt wrinkling in his grip. Roger snickers quietly, "Now get it together, mate. Your heart's still 
beating, isn't it?" 


David's strength wanes, and with every passing second, his tranquility is eventually tactile and he melts in his 
arms, letting his muscles comfortably slacken and mold perfectly against Roger's form. Like two lonely puzzle 
pieces that belong together. At some point, he stops crying altogether and sighs softly at ease. His mind finally 


turns over to a languorous and fuzzy gear, like a pleasantly blank screen. Somewhere along the way and 


without bringing up any questions, he lets his arms lazily succumb to Roger's waist and wraps them there, 
tightening around his figure which is noticeably slimmer than before from two years of lack of proper 
nutrition and constant movement. Just like him. Still, being held like this feels like the single greatest damn thing 
in the world. Here, so close to his body, is where he feels most at home, despite it being a place he's never 


explored. 
God, its been so long since.. 


He has a difficult time keeping his self-control grounded to the roots underneath his feet when he nuzzles 
Roger's shoulder, cheek colliding with bone but the warmth is utterly matchless. A feeling he's nearly 
forgotten throughout the chaos. The fabric of his shirt is gentle against his flesh and strangely pleasant to 
the unfed sensualities he's gone a long time dreaming of and repressing and at the same time, letting build up 
without outlet. Not that he has any choice; privacy and meeting someone special are no longer things that 
exist. Roger doesn't protest, nor does his embrace falter. In fact, he likes the weight of his companion, the 
warm thud of their hearts in and out of time. He likes being received more than well and getting a taste in 
return, especially in these times. Desperately in these times. David hums sweetly, vibration felt through their 
chests, and despite their height difference, David shifts so their thighs are without a single particle of air 
between them. His nails dig into Roger's clothed skin, yearning for more even though this is something that 
should probably be discussed. But the sky is getting dark fast now, and Roger, no matter how much it 
physically hurts to deprive himself of this arousing warmth, brings his large hands to rest on David's biceps 
before detaching himself from him. There's a knowing, avid glint in their irises as they lock hungry eyes before 
he gulps down maddening willpower and murmurs, "You should go. Sleep. ll gather everything and..go inside in a 
minute." David looks down at their bellies, which are still pressed together and if he doesn't move away soon, 
something further below is bound to harden and lift and protrude. "Okay," he whispers in spite of standing in 
such close proximity, “Bed's mine tonight, isn’t it?" Roger finds it in himself to snicker, "Yeah, you lucky 
bastard. Enjoy it, ‘cause tomorrow, its my turn" "We could share tonight," David blurts without thinking, biting 
his tongue the second those words came out. Roger's small smile fades, virtually having to repeat the words in 
his head to hear them again. He wants to ask him to repeat them but would be lying to himself if he said it 
wouldn't bring about a serious effect on him. Part of him is scared of feeling something uncontrollable. "Er... 
No, er.it's quite alright. I'm fine with our arrangement. I'm sure you need some time alone anyway. You go on 
and sleep, Dave. You need it. I'll go inside in a minute, yeah?" "Okay." They separate completely, their hands 
grazing and unexpectedly, grasping fleetingly until David is far enough to let go. And the eye contact is 
vehemently blatant and enough to drive both of them wild. A blaze burning so hot it's a fiery shade of blue, 
dancing in the pupils and tantalizing and offering curious promises. Intent on seeing through what the other is 
thinking about. But finally, David turns away, ready to collapse into bed and think about this day and the 


symmetry of Roger's lips for hours and hours, well into the morning and the days after. 


Roger, meanwhile, shakes off this stupefied sentiment brought on by his ex-bandmate and devotes his time 
left to the task of gathering their traveling supplies to unpack inside. He remembers to grab David's 
instruments of defense from the floor, treating both with respect and reminding himself to leave them and his 
own out tonight to clean tomorrow. For him, as an unsought favor. He trudges along the grass, arms full and 
heart not so much. Today, he finally ingested the gaping hole it's missing, and exactly who could help fill it, who 
knows exactly what to give as what is being asked for goes both ways. A little more humanity, beyond 


concrete generosities, an outpouring of untapped love. A revitalization of the souls, allowing glimpses inside each 
other. And tonight, it's going to take everything in him not to stop by the bedroom and admire the form 
sleeping there. 


